THE VOICE OF THE CROWD                         99

I like music ? Did I dance ? Perhaps I'd care to come to
the dance in the afternoon ? The boys and girls had been
wondering if I would . , . they so wanted me to show them
how Americans danced. Would I, please ? . . .

Then Yeship took an accordion off a shelf and began to
play a rollicking tune. His wife burst into song, and so
did the boy, and soon the three of them were singing to the
soft accompaniment of the instrument, song after song,
simple and stirring and full of meaning, and mostly in a
minor key. Their voices were untrained, but they sang
with a warmth, an intimacy, that soothed and disturbed at
the same time.

Then a little man entered and put an end to the enter-
tainment. He was barefooted and ragged, his linen
trousers, spotted yellow from sweat and rain, were
rolled up to his knees, and his feet were brown with
dried mud. He was a hairy muzhik with a tangled beard
that zig-zagged to a sharp point, and the back of his
hand, his neck, his ears, were covered with black
bristles. Muzhiks, he informed me, were gathering in a
neighbouring yard, and they wanted me to come over.
The mass-meeting would start soon. Loath as I was to
leave my kindly host and his wife, I bade them farewell
and went with the little man.

At last I was to have the opportunity to hear the
muzhiks express themselves in a body. I had talked to
individuals during my brief visits in their homes and in
the fields. But the opinions of individuals, I felt, might
be coloured by personal grievances. In a crowd, I
thought, men were likely to be more objective and
more cautious in their remarks, for fear lest someone
dispute their words or point out the personal bias back
of them. Besides, I wondered if anything would really,
happen when the muzhiks began to tell 'everything,*
as they had promised.

When we entered the yard the peasants who had
already assembled ihere rose from the pile of timber on
which they were sitting, tipped their hats, and shook
hands with me. They began to question me, and again
about America, a subject of unending interest to all classes
of Russians, in the city no less than in the village*
But they did not touch on the matters which interested